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A BLISTERING SHAME!
l’l‘ 18 TIME Mr. Taft was called to account for the present policy

of weather.

He is repeating the mistakes of last year.

Under the present administration the country has suffered three
severe and unpardonable droughts,

With Mr. Taft in the White House the electorate of the nation
bas swcllered through the hottest spella felt in & generation.

The thermometer has gone so high that it is now almost indis-
#nguishable from the cost of living.

Is the country to be parched and blistered by four years more
of this blazing Republican insolence and incompetency ? e

Turn the rascals out! ool

Give us an administration that will guarantee & downward re-
vialon of the temperaturel

(ive us a party that belioves in rain and shine as the farmer
and the workingman are entitled to have "am!

What we want is a platform of cool days and moderate sun-
shine, with rain only between the hours of 2 A. M. and 8 A. M,
when it will bother nobody except the milkman, and even he can
get the benefit by leaving the covers off his cans,

Enough of this Taft weather!

ARCTIC CHEER.

"W My deard and muastache, coated with {cicles, Decams one
#olid mass of dce, I imadvertently put out my longue and it
e instontly frose to my Mp. I put up my mittened hands to dlow
Aot and thaw the unruly member from its imprisonment, In-

L stead of succeading, my yﬁuon wags {taelf a mass of dce in o

1 moment.

2 A soilor incautiously did some of his outdoor work without
mitiens. His hands froze. One of them waa plunged into a
Dasin of water in the cabin ond the intense cold of the hand
instontly frose ihe water (nstead of the water thawing the

. hand

h TMe Deard, eyobrows, eyclashes and the downy pudescence
of the ears acquire o delicate white and perfectly enveloping
cover of venerable hoar frost. The wmustache ond underlip
Jorm pendulous beads of dangling dce. Your chin Mas a trick of
freering to your upper jowo by the luting aid of your beard,

2"‘" Wae performed o farce called “The Mysteries and Miseries
of New York!™ The thermometer owtsido atood ot 40 degrees
below mero. Imside the cudiemce and actors, by the aid of
Tungs, lamps ond hamgings, got as Mgh as 30 degrees Dbelow
sero, only 62 below the freesing point, The condensation was
#0 excesrive that we could darely ace the performers; they
walked in a cloud of vapor., Any extra vehemence of delivery
was acoompanied by volumes of emoke., Thelr hands ateamed.
When on escited actor took off his coot, (¢ smoked lke o dish
of Mot potaioss. One of the sailors had to enact the part of o
dangel with bare arms, and when o cold fiabiron, part of the
Hproperties” of the theatre, towohed Ma arm fAe sensation was
like that of durning with & Aot irom.

- -

One night the temperalure sank fo 50 degrees below sero,
» and on another occation the dagrees of cold reacked was 62 1.8,
or 94 1-2 degrees bdelow the freeming point,

~Dr. Kane's narrative of the expedition
: in search of Franklin,
66N GERMANY women have no political rights whatever,” »
visitor from the Fatherland told the Woman’s Trade Union
Taague the other might. “They have no vote in state logislatures
‘or in any city council. Nor does the woman movement seem to
promise much thero as yet.,”

Many people have wondered why German women look s
and jolly and capable and contented.
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RATS returning from foreign travel on incoming vessels are in
excellent health, thank you, except a few dozens overcome by
the solicitude of our inquiries.

PPCHE “sleek horse” and the “shiny motor truck”!

! Everyhody
wishes the former could pile it all on the latter {he

8¢ days,

4
+

THE price of meat ia going still some higher. Well, those who eal
much of it this weather won't be worried long!
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Men are reasoning rather thanm reagon.

able animals,
ALEXANDER HAMILTON,
| YELL IN DUEL

JULY 11, 18014, '
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ILetters From the PeopleT

Eagiueering In the Troplens, ‘

quires not merely & few monthe but
Nometimes many years of patient, hard
wark wnd training. Bpontaneity and

To the Editor of The Evining World :
¥ We have heard a great deal of the

work done by ¢lvil englnesrs In the ropose, and that Insouciance which |s
troplcs. Would some readers who have #o lndispensubls to true art—(whether
hag experlence along that line advise | It be the drama, musie, singing, dance
us concerning employment, pay, condi- ing, peinting or any of the other arts)
tions, &« d'wn there? must be mequired. Nature Is all very
TWO YOUNG BENGINEERS, |well in ftanlt and in (ta place. Put in
“Art and Nature."” ary, this vory naturalness—or the ap-
P B Editor of The Evening Word: pearance of such—Ia brought mbout
I read about “Art and Nature on ths | through the employment of artificial
:-t:: Eh:puloa:eu is no less ensential | means.
ehordm In the rendering of a| ‘I'rue art on the s
Smooth performance than t Is to tho| be no longer wunw.ll.‘a;l.:\;n:.llr:gn:i.n::
lesading lights of the opera. This “frosh. superseded hy the pretty face and fine
Bass and innocence,"” &o., ls always ac- | clothes. Hence the presant searcity of
aempanied by awkwardness and self- ' talent. The ero ln entirely too much
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Love and Logic

Why shouldn't you say you love mel

And the secret of gilding the hours is

And put {t away like a flower, in the

Oepyvight, 1918, by The Press Publishing Co. (The New Yok WordD),

‘1
l

(A BUMMER GIRL'S REVERIE.) ’
UT on the restieas river, under the studded sky, <7
Where the long lights flash and guiver—you, and the moon,and If !

You in a flannel jacket, I in a flufly gown,
Floating away from the rocket and roar of the busy town.

Following stars that glisten, painding a fairy way—
With nobody near to listen and a world of thinga to say!

And while you are talking nonsense, and pufing a cigarette,
1 am trying to atill my conscience—and hoping you won't forget,

It {s folly, I know, to be firting with you, in this (dle way—
But tell mea, Whom s it hurting? And who will be sorry, prayt

N\
Why shouldn't I Jook in your eyea, then, as long as 1 please, to-night?
Who says that it isn't wise, then? Who babbles of “wrong and right"?

Why shouldn't T feign to sigh,

And vow, by the stars above me, to be faithful? Tell me why!

And what {f next week—no treason'—you sall up this self-same stream
With sory’ other girl? What reason that we should forget our dreamf

There surely {2 consolation in calling thia doy our own—
In knowing that THIS flirtation & oura—and ours, alons!

For lfe {8 one with the flowers, and love and the flowers are one;

knotwing where each is done,

Then promise me one thing, truly. It s all that my lips shall ask;
And I don’t think I ask unduly, nor get you a dificult task—

Take out of your life this hour and keep it alone for me,

book of your memory!

Epoch

Makers

IN MEDICINLE

B’ }o ﬂ- HU,I-L Mc D.

Cogyright

of anatomy™ for his favoriie sclenca
and

#o thorough was his knowl-
edge that at the
enrly nge of
twenty-one he was
mid to have bheen
able to name blind.
folded, by touch,
even the smallest
bane of the hitman
bady. This, too, It
must be remems

ll'l’a"-" I'E-Tnm Werld), =

“PH.IWI Tsn't it hot!" asaid Mr.
Jarr when he came In the other
evening with his collar and tla,
his coat and hat all in one hand, while
he fanned himself with & newspaper
with the other,

"INo you mean to tell me you ecame
through the stresis half dressed like
that?' Inquired Mra. Jarr,

vl or string of beads*

Oh, all this talk of hot weather o
what makes people think it Is warm!"
#mid Mra. Jarr. "I darkened the rooms
and sat by the window with some lced
tea and it didn't seom so warm. And
no matier If it WAS warm, that doesn’t
exouse you for belng In untidy undreas.'*

And, so saying, Mra, Jarr waved a
palm leaf fan and dusted herself on the
noss with her ever handy powder pad.

"Well, I know what I'm going to do,"
sald Mr. Jarr, as he hung up his coat

y Mr.

Lt ol ol ol

Jarr ‘Decides That Winter's
Backbone Is Broken at Last
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and hat “I'm going to take & shower
bath*

“You're not going to do anything of
the kind!" sald Mrs Jarr., ‘“Gertrude
ham just shined the bright work In the
bathroom and you'll get It all tarnished
agnin.*

“What's the shower bath for," asked
Mr, Jarr, “an ornament?"’

“"Well,” sald Mrs. Jarr, "now that you
have reminued me of it. I think I'll
take & shower bath mymself."”

And befors she could be stayed ahe

Domestic Dialogues.
By Alma Woodward

“But for my Inherent modesty, wom.

plled Mr. Jarr,

“In the streets without a coat or col-
lar on?' repeated Mra. Jarr.

“Yea, even wso, groaned Mr. Jarr,
“And 1 am not the only one. The cas-
ual passerby looks as though hs wans
en‘ered for the Olymple games and was
up to toe the seratch. 1 did not come
homse In the subway, but from my colgn
of vantage on the gridiron of the ele-
vated 1 maw little children gambolling
around in the simplicity of no hingness,
stald matrons In pnegliges. Ah, the hot
mpell hrings us back to the old brave,
primitive days when man was clothed In

Beating the Market.

“80o you are making money at
| laet by literature?”

“Yes, | have saved all the rejection
ollps I've received, and I'm selling
them back to the editors at ten

ssmnelousness, Lo overcome which 1t re- appealed to, v
. ~ -

cents a thousand.”

an, I would go abroad wearing nolhln'\
axcepl a llght covering of tattoo!" rmi

hia right mind and, perchance, an lmu-l

L]
The Hot Weather * Don’ts.”
Bemns: A Nr York fNat,
Time: 6,90 1", M.
A key is bieand (n the lock. Mr, A, amMes up
the hatl, desd with the best. M, A, ruales oul
o mest him.)

| RE. A, (an n greeting) —=Where've

I you been?
Mr. A, (mopping hla :-u-u-lt.ln'l
brow)—Why, darling, I've

been to the Bouth Fols to see
whether Amundsen left it in good condi-|
tion!
\ Mre, A, (apltefully)—For goodness'
sike, don't try to be funny in this heat
| =it mIght caume a prostration!

Mr. A. (angrily)=Well, where d'you
g'pose I've boen® Sweltering at my dosk
I the hottest oMeo known Iln captivity!
That's where I've been!

Mrs. A, (deliberately and eoldly)—
YES, YOU HAVE! 1 called your office’
thres times and avery tims they sald |
you had “just stepped out!"

AMr. A. (rebelllously)—~Well, why can't|
I step out If 1 want to? I'm a pretty
regular menl ticket to this establishment
and If T want to step out for a breath
of alr 1'd llke to know who's gving to
stop mel ‘

Mra. A, (slgn'ficantiy)-But DID you
step out for a beath of ale?

Mr. A, (peeling off)—Certalnly T Ald.
Bay, suppose you're trylng to get me to
my I went out for a drink. Well, 1
DID! Selster lemonade—a wild, wanton
and dissolute beverage, Is It not? What
dd you want when you ¢called up?

Mres, A.~1 was golng to suggest that
you come home real early, before the
rush hour, you know, and take a nice
warm bath and reat a bit before dinner,

Mr. A, (wlldly)=—A WARM bath! Bay,
cut out that Christlan Sclence stuffl now
=1'm not in the mood for it!

Mra. A, (hastliy)=It len't

Chiristian

supposed Lo be the highest authority in
the country published a list of hot
weather "don'ts,” and 1 eut them out
to read to you, because they're exactly
opposite Lo everything you dol

Mr, A, (blithely)=Of course! That's
the reason you <ut them out. If they
had been what 1 1M you'd have thrown
the paper away before 1 got home!

Aol atall—pee? To-day & man who's,
"0 ] I iMr, A, pute a family see Tump of fee fn K

Copgright, 1912 by The Prvm Pubiishing Oo, (The New York World),

namty, dear, I know how you suffer
with the heat and I thought that may-
ha It you'd foliow these rules you'd
find rellef,

Mr. A. (sinking Into a chalr, resigned)
=Oh, al right, go ahead!

Mra. A. (reading)—Dow't take alco-
hols of any sort into your system,
r. A, (murmuring)—Ye-eh,

what they sl say,

Mre. A. (continuing)—Bathe tivire a
day in WARM water—ecold waler stimu-
lates the blood and makes you hotfer
afterward,

Mr, A
fine!

Mrs. A.—Dow't eat wmoeats,
or spicea.

Mr. A,
roally!

Mra. A —Avold electric fane, don't eat
ice or drink doed Ngudde——

fAn Inmidious snore, that galns vigor as it pro.
gremes, come from the lax Mgure in the clair)

Mrs, A, (ncensed)—Fordinand! Wake
up and listen to the rides!

Mr. A. (nwaking with a start)—Oh, 1
wis 0 hot and tred! (Arises)

Mra. A.—~Where are you golng?

Mr. A, (slowly and firmly)=1'm golng
to crack a wash bollar full of lce nnd
put it on a chmle beside a tub, as cold
as the water will run: then I'm going
to aitach the fan dn the bathroom and
Iet ‘er rip! In sbout a hall hour you
can serve me & nles Julcy steak ari a
bunch of fried onlons In my bath, dar-
ling—just s they used to do In the old
duys i Home, you know!

Mra, A, (holding up the sMp)—Dut the
RULES, Ferdinand! That's everyth!ng
that the rules say you SHOULD'T do!

Mp, A. isweetly)—=Pul the rules on loe,

that's

(IndMatinety)—Ye-ph—sounds
starches

(renrily) — You —don't—say—

dear. They're sunstruck! (He exita)
Mra, A —Oh, Ferdinand dear, you'll
kil yourself!

maovih, s e tie bumer and slipe into the
ool watem,) '

Mr. A. (from the soothing wetneas of
the tub)—Swestheart, I feol at peace
with the world, My sowl s soaring!
(Hyve mé a pencll and paper and 1'N
write a set of “don'ta” that'll put that
punk authorlty of yours out o' bhusiness’

Mre. A, Mow Voerftisaar A, don't bLe

And soy-~Make that TWO steaks while

v ee otent it

s L2 T

had allpped past him and pre-empted
that spraying coolth.

Just for that Mr. Jarr marched out
of the house and down to Gua's place
on thes corner.

"Gimme & big, cold, tall one, Gua!™
he gasped, and clung to the bar rall
with an "] am saved!" expreasion.

“1 Jeat tapped a fresh keg,'' sald Ous,
“and It's Jest off the wagon, You got-
ter walt about ten minutes before it
gots cold In the loe colln”

“Walt ten minutes for a glam of bdeer
In & maloon?" erled Mr. Jarr. “I'll go
somae place else."

"I don't care," sald Ous calmly, *Tour
trade ain't worth much, and thers alin't
nny monsy In beer thesa days. anyhow,
The hard stuff 1a the only thing that
Inl,..lll

“Make me a rickey while I'm walt-
Ing,"" eald Mr. Jarr, looking out onto
the torrid street and refleot!ng how far
It wan to the next place.'

T aln't got any limes*
“Anyway, chinn ain't
Take a stralght drink.”

“T don't want A atralght drink.” sald
Mr. Jarr, “Be a good fellow, Gus, Fix
me up a bBIg cold Julsp or something.
Plenty of craoked lce*

“I ain't got no mint,*” replied Gus.
"“Gee! Rut T never seen much a fussy
feller as you are. Aln't you satisfie!
with anything but something I aln't
Rot?"

“What's the matter with you™' asked
Mr. Jarr.

“Oh, It's too hot to fuse.' sald Gus,
“or 1'd tell you what's the matter with
me. You better go homs If you don't
think you get treated right by me*

Mr. Jarr war golng to say he dldn't
gok treated right at home, elther, but
poncluded not to mentlon It, as CGus
didn't appear to be In the mood to pity
anybody just then.

"It me have n glass of heer, Cus?'
hegged Mr, Jarr. "It's cold enough
now."

“No It ain't,” sald Gus. "My mottar
I8 ‘s pleaned customer Iy the best ad-
vertisament,' and 1 aln't golng to draw
no beer for nobody when It ain't just
right."

“It isn't the heat that Arives & man
erazy, IU's the kind friends he has”
muttered  Mr,  Jarr, "Hy (eorge!
Would anybody belleve 1t? This place
might as well he a hardware store for
all the comfort It is to & man Just
now 't

And he walked out and to his home,
whare Mra. Jarr, cool and radiant from
her shower bath, and In a fresh white
wrapper, asked him why hs had come
home fusaing about the heat simply as
wn excusa to rush out to the saloon and
drink  beer—""Which," was Mra. Jarr
sagely remarked, “only makes you
warmer, Look at you now!"

KIND OF HER.

The young man wns disconsolate,
enld he: "I asked her If 1 could aee her
home,"

“Why, ceriainly, she answersd, “I
will sond you a pleture of it "—=Ladiegn’
Home 'ournal,

sl Cua.
Kood for you.

ybered, at a time
when the dlssec.
tion of the human
body was a erime puniihable by death.
In those Cays It was regarded In ac-
cordunce with the will of the Almighty
to roast thieves allve and to send thou-
sands of human beinka to thelr death In
upeleas wars; while it was deemed of-
fensive ta the will ~f God to study the
wonder of His creatlon upon the bodles
of the dend.

Andreas Vesallus was unafrald.
obtained the muterial for his stiadies
upon the hattlefields and the gallows
and at the morgue, Ha studied his
tuvorite sclence from the bodles of
thowe of his unfortunate fellows who
had no one to elalm them or to care
for thelr remains; till he waw enabled
to bulld up In a few shorl years a
sclence, the knowledge of which proved
to be of nestimable valus for the well
being of the human race. At the oarly
nge of lwpl)'-fnur Vesnilus commenced
to write his great ana omy book, and
wiien only twenty-elght years old he
ecompleted hia work, which to this day
standa ua o monument to the wonderfizl
gen'un of thls one man,

Andreas Vesallus was born at Bruse

SO great wae the zenl of the "rnfho.-l

1012, by The Press Publisiing Co. (The Sew Yors World),

ANDREAS VESALIUS, “FATHER OF ANATOMY.”

was a boy Vesallus was sent to R
viln to study. During his lelsure hows
‘the young Vesallus devoted himeslf te
the study of the structure of lowes
nninals. He showed 80 great anm Aptl-
tude for medicine that at the age of
fifteen he was permitied to sttend upom
| persons sick with the plague. At the
' nge of nlnateen he waas sent to Parls ¢
compiete his medical sducation,
, Here he showed his wonderful abilities
as an anatomlst and could very aftem
point out 1o his professor many points
that the latter 411 not know. At the
aze af twenty-two he was regarded as
ape of the living masters of the sclence
nf anatomy. He was accordingly ape
pointed o the professorship of anatomy
at Padua, Ttaly, The demand for his
pervices was 8o great thiat he held thres
| proferaorshiine at one time—at the umle
| verslties of Padua, Bologna and Plea.
At the age of twenty-eigh’, after the
If-".mm.-l:un of his book on anatomy,
| Andreas Vesallus was called In his turn
1o merve am phvslclan at the court of
Spaln,  Here he remalned for nearly
twenty years Tlg great popularity and
ronown, ns wall as his method of ‘eache
Ing and abtaining knowladze, gained for

him many enevles Among the physl-
clons of hls titne, These were always
lonkin® for a chance o bring ahout Mg
undnine 'pon  one accasion, wham
Antreas Vesallua was performing ah
autopsy upon some nn'loman o fAind
ottt the cause of his death, the rumer

was spread that the heart of ‘he dead
man was geen to heat,

Vasallun  was promatly  aorused eof
murlor an? condemnad hv the inguists
tlan ta desath, The King of Erain, how=

pver, Intercoadel In bavalf af Uik favorite
phyalilan and the sintencs ans com-
muied ‘o a pllarinave to Jorusalem,

While he was thore the Rennte of Ve

scln, Belglum, on the lns: day of De-|rlca voled to eall Vesalius hack to the
cember, 1814, Medicine was a heredliary | unlvereity to resume hie old post of
profession In his family. His great|professor of anatomy. ©On his return
grandfather and grandfather weore both voyage In 1M1 to resure hin professors
court physiclans, and his father sas an shlp he was shipareckod nnd dled of
apothecary to an emperor, When he starvation upoen a emall Island,
———— | ‘m———

“Cheer Up, Cuthbert!” B
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What's the Use of Being Blue?
There Is a Lot of Luck Left,

By Clarence L. Cullen.
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ETTER to Hite O more than you
oan Mastleate then to Make Two
Bites of n Chierry!

TMaving a Hlohhy
Is Distinetly O, K,
it you Don't Let
the Hobby Ride
you!

The Umpire Con-
avones “Calls a
Balk' on a Lot of
our Threats  to
Do Better!

Pegsimism
the Helence
Rooting Apainat Yourself!

s
of

About 90 per cent. of your JMnx'y Pow-
ar {8 Derived from your Fear of Him!

“It s Basler to Catoh Flies with Mo
lagses than with Vinegar'' may be a
perfactly Good Maxim, but we never
epose Much Confldence In the Glnk
who Flays it Across the Board!

e ——

the-Hluesl

The Man who Duoea Lis Thundering in
| the Index finds it Hard to Live Up to
| #pecifications!
|

, GENUINENEER for the Grownd

— e —

The Trie-Blue Man hasn't Time for

Coprright, 1012, by The U'rtes 'ublisling Co, (The New York World),

Plan—and the Rest of the Struoctwrd

Liwill be Right!

No Man ever Suceeodesd In Imposing
i Wil an Other Men, if he lF‘t
Control of his Own!

The Roy who can Win without lemds
ing later Recomea the Man whe aam
Lose withoiut Whimparing!

If All of them had Looked Bafore
thoy Louped, History wouwld have mo
Roll of Heroos!

Plicher Destiny lkes (0 Face the Mates

mis who Thinks he's & Champlon Out-
uessnr!

We've Never Seen a Calendar et
Gave any Space to “"Soma Day!™

The Man who Announces his Adhleves
ment before Accompliahing it has to ba
Provided with & Hoot-Hesinting Hide!

The Hardest Littls Bufly of AN #o
Shakn = the Habit that's Studk Around
oo Lang!

Another of those Imbecle Fiothens
that has Gone the Way of the Dode e
tho one which Tried to Esxtmblish the
Dietum ' at F pry Male Cresturs HAD
TO Saw his "Wild Outs!'

The Chap whoui!‘;llly Practissd M
Taen's the Tima fg Presed I3/




